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All the figures were already formed for the dance. He
apologised for ids lateness.

"I'd just as soon talk/' said Germaine, fluttering at him
through her mask. "That's the worst of quadrilles and
minuets, one can't talk properly. One day, when Nature
triumphs over Fashion at last, they'll invent a dance in which
one can talk quietly to one's partner."

"I might agree with you," said Fersen politely, "if all
partners were such interesting talkers as you."

She beamed her gratitude at him, and laughed coquettishly.
Fersen tried to persuade himself that the laugh did not grate a
little on him.

"I was wondering if it were you and King Gustav in the
dominoes," she said. "I wasn't sure till he ran off and I saw
who you went to talk with."

Fersen glanced down at her in annoyance and anxiety.
"What do you mean?" he asked.

"You needn't be afraid. She needn't either. It's clever, that
harem garment. Only my eyes are sharpened by what is
happening in my heart."

Fersen began to tap on the ballroom floor with his toe,
angry with himself and with this woman whom he might yet
have to spend his life with. "You guess wrong," he said
stiffly, "if I am right in guessing what you'ye guessed."

"I don't like lies," she answered. "Nothing can kill Love so
quickly as a lie."

"You assume that Love is alive," he said. "Between whom?"

"If you will not answer that question, I certainly cannot.
I can only speak for my own heart."

"It is better not to speak about hearts," he said, "until
other things are settled."

He was being boorish and he knew it. He suddenly realised
he was longing for the dance to end, longing for the time when
he could quit Germaine and go back to discover why the
Queen had come so rashly to this masquerade. It did not
occur to him that his present bad behaviour might be a clue
to the mystery of her coming. He did not think it conceivable
that a Queen should want to put him at loggerheads with the
daughter of a foreign banker.